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THE MYSTIC RIVER.

wo Loow there is v river whose mystic flow

Has ¢ver Hie sound of the falling snow

As ot onward rolis forever.

e pebies that lieon its erystal bed

A tho Torms of our cherished dendd,
WL ceep Leneath the river,

oo rivers brink we weeping go,

Uiy =0 theowave s break sad aned low

(Y v loved ouaes goue before.

Aud s row Pntly wateh the rippling tide
P11 v pass aeross (o the other side,

W e bontman of the =silvery oar,
How -7 loive woseen the waters eleam
Wiy ov erystals span the streany,

Wh Pyt he s ts wWe tarry
1t 1= cor e, the denrest annd best,

Wik e Doatian oarjles hottie Lo st

Vol ooe bhe Mystic Foerry.

A W 1l bridoe-way spans the streiti,
U lests peehi tonlie B es W h ol T arly wivpm

L ;i ol =t eegin ‘.': Lrutiorids
Wi o 1o For = 121 Ectr Hol<iat LR U]

Pov eri it cheor, ntud paitin the wan

1 ey o s portals,

ANy L Mags,
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HOUSEHOLD,

CELERY OMELYT.
rer’, bwo tablespoons milk, two
hopped celery, salt and
pey I er T Peat the yolks till
thit 'z, add milk, eelery and seasoning.
Boas Lo whites stifT, and fold and eut
Cook in hot but-

WATES
L)

tas.o,

t nito the yolks.
! pan till brown underneath, Place
oven till dry on top.  Feld over
and Lorn out

CREAM TOAST.
pint malk or cream, two e¢ven

~ooons flonr, two tablespoons but-
ter, one half teaspoon salt, six sliees
dry toast. Heat the milk, melt the
butt - ina granite saucepan, add the
flour. mix well, and stir in one third of

the nall, Stir till it thickens and 1s
ey, then add the remainder grad-

unll Add thesalt. Dip thedry toast
quiviiy in hot salted water; putitina
deep Jish, and pour the thivkened
e over each slice
DAKED FIsIL

A cleaning the fish thoroughly,
HD stand in salt water for two or
thr: hours. Rub it well, inside and
out, with pepper. Make a dressing of |
breaod erumbs, one tablespoonful of
butt a small onion chopped  fine, e
pepper and salt to suit the taste.  Stuff
the . :h with this dressing, and tie or
sow 1, Put it in the pan, with water
encushh to cover., Sprinkle it over

ve ) L] . g
Wit Laour,

butir, Dakeslowly onehour. Garnish
with hiard beiled e-gs.
FGGS FOR SUPPER.

+ a little nicely flavored brown
sravy, and put into a shallow pie-dish
which has been well buttered. Place
it in the oven, and let it remain until
it boils, then take it out and break into
it us many eggs as will lie side by side
toretiier.  Sprinkle seasoned bread
erum!= over all, and place the dish
again in the oven until the eggs are
sot, Iave ready one or two rounds of
toast. Take the eggs up carefully with
a slice, lay them on the toast, pour the
gravy over all, and serve hot.

MUTTON STEW FOR TWO.

Two mutton chops, cut from near
the shoulder. Put them in a shallow
pan having a tight cover. Dour on
boiliog water to the depth of one inch:
eover and simmer one hour; add more
water as it boils away, using only
enoiich to keep the meat from burn-
inr. Add two slices of French turnip,
¢{wo small onions whole; aud when the
meat and turnip are nearly tender add
twa common-sized potatoes, having
fir<t soaked and sealded them. Add
onc teaspoonful of salt and a little
pepper. Remove the vegetables with
out breaking; let the wat »r boil nearly
leaving enough for a gravy.

the fat, thicken the gravy
with flour, and, if needed, add salt
and tomato eatsup. Pour it over the
ment,

and put in a small piece of

Remove
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NYE IN DIXIE,

The Thrilling Story of a Midnight Escape
—-Under Cover of Darkness Wil-
}yiam Makes His Train.

i WENTUCKY AND TRECKING SOUTI,
December 2.

So wuch has been said by philosphers
and savants regarding the beneficial
effacts of sleep. Nature's sweet re
storer, balmy sleep, has no doubt re-
ceived as many favorable press notices
as any atiraction, perhaps, that is now
a candidate for public favor: and yot
sleep: may bo justly and severely eriti
cised.

Sleep and its beneficial effects are
often over-estimated. A traveling man
stated to me yesterday as he rubbed
up & special gas tip which he uses at
hoteis where the tip has been economi-
cally pinched together by the landlord,
that had observed very often, not
only that sleep failed to refresh but
actually seemed injurious.

“For in- Lance, last U\'ifllil’]g 1 went

@3 bappy as a lark, and this
morning when I woke up the first
feelinz that came GVEr me was one
of the df't:p-. St sadness I lay it to
sleepn.  Sleep 1s u\'c;r-;g-..t_ignm_(.‘i_ Last
night I never fult more kindly to every
one. I remember of hugging the !iigl;t.
clerk, a man whoo I now loathe. Why
was 1t Sleep!  Sleep has changed me
from a glad, merry hearted boy, whose
songs enlivened the night like a il very
music of a gentle waterfall, tothe pessi-

i 1 |
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i j..’_!‘:l}‘}i.

|

misti® and austere cynie you see before
yvou. To-night I will guard against
this much talked of sleep. T will stay
up all night.”

LVILS OF EARLY TRAINING,

I got up at 2:30 a. m. yesterday and
thought of his remark. If anything
can be more injurious than sleep I
think 1t is early rising. Early rising
and an illy lighted (this word I got at
a fall opening in Chicago) an illy
Lighted stoirway threw me at Benton
Harbor and injured my ankle so that I
cold not get to the depot without as-

sistance, At that hour it was impossi
ble to get a carriage, for the city was

yet young, like the vew born day itself.
The clerk tried to rouse every or any
livery stable in town but he could not.

Meantime I lay moaning in the arms
of au attendant., My breath came in
quick, but yet invisibly checked pants,
The train would be due in eight min-
utes What to do? Anon I heard a
dull thud as the elerk broke in the
door of a blacksmith shop and pulled
out a pumo box buggy valued at

L1850,

Hastily placing me in this this, with
the aid of my attendant and valet, he
started on a run for the station, neigh-
ing joyously as he met a team that he
recognized. In a trice, or possibly a
trice and a half, we were there, I was
taken out and placed in a berth, where
I moaned the balance of the night
away: but I cannot be two grateful to
tho clerk of the hotel at Benton Iarbor,
where this melancholy accident oc-
curred, for he showed tact, ability and
kindness  to say nothing of the fact
that I found him to be thoroughly
gentle and a good roadster,

As he left us T wrang his hand two

times (for ice water) and, turning away |

myv head so that he could not see my
tears, | presented bim with my auto-
When I get home I am going
to send bim a nice new red Hy net for
next summer,
THE RAILWAY'S DELAYS,
flizht from Bonton Harbor was
much like onr triumphant entry in
the evening,  All the previous day we
had battled against disaster and delay.
l-fr Manistee the engine broke
=0 that we could only use one
Rupidly we lost time, Onee

'he
1
.

As we
down
aide of it
we lost over thiree quarters of an hour
in less then twenty mmnoutes,  This
meant that we would fail to connect at
Grand Rapids, and so miss Benton
Harbor, where had agreed to
lecture to a man for whom we had a
good deal of respeet.  Every time we
stopped we had to look out or we
would be on the ‘““dead point™ of the
engine, and then it would take half an
hour with a pinch bar and some pro-
fanity to startagain,

Finally we got desperate. 1 told the
conductor how we were situated and
asked him 1f he could hold the Grand
Rapids train. He seemed to fear he
could not, as we were already three
hours late and rapidly falling further
into the early fall. Ilowever, he said
that all would be well.

It i3 very trying to git and suffer
that way, knowing that there has been
an advance sale of $8, with the chances
of a door sale running it up to $11 or
$11.50, and that bitter disappointment
is likely to fall upon people who have
come from a distance—'* our best peo-
ple,” too.

When we got to Grand Rapids an
order was there from Superintendent
Conley to provide us with a special
engine, baggage car and coach, and in
fifteen minutes we were traveling at a
high rate of speed toward our desti
nation,

Dear reader, did you ever travel by
meins of your own special train? If
not you do not know what real, keen
enjoyment and vanity is (or are,
rather), We could put our feet on
the seatws, smoke, gamble till after
bedtime, talk loud, drink cant of all
the ice water tanks at ouce, wipe our
faces on two clean towels at a time,
and ju:t give ourselves up to a de
li-ious sense of lawlessness that made
me feel young again,

we

THE JOYS OF A PASS,

I can still remember how I felt the
first time I rode on a pass. I did not
need the trip, and [ lost two days at
the office to do it, but I could not be
comfortable with the beautiful pass in
my pocket. Irose whenthe conductor
came to me and showed him my pass,
I watched the rest of the poor, unknown
passenzers to see how it would strike
them, poor people, common working
people, who had to pay full rates and
=it on the woodbox,

The conductor looked me over sgo
that e would know me next time, and
then he said:  ** This pass is only good
on the short line. 1It’s no good on this
train,”

This marning, on the way to Louis-
ville, I a handsome man with
white =ide whiskers slm--piuq in our
parlor car. I thought at first that it

=W

was John Bright, who made such a hiv
with his great disease, but then, I
thought, it cannot be Bright, for he is
deand.

Soon he openedghis eyes pleasantly,
waking up like a little daffodil on the

wind swept mead. Then I saw that
he was Daniel Dougherty. He was to
speak at Louisvile soon, and so he was
going there. When he has to speak at
a place he begins by going there.  Ie
was right glad to see me, and his fwce
lighted up the moment ho saw me with
such a look ef deliricus pleasure that I
fult glad 1 could shed su -h sualight on
the pathway of others, Mr Dougherty
15 @ most eloguent speaker, a keen
judge of intellest and ability in others,
an-d is writing a life of Edwia Forrest,
which will be sold only by subseription,

in cloth, £ 50; hbrary style, ={; full
l:llﬁrf' 1., "l’i‘-.ll ln-\'l‘]l‘ll f‘i]:.;t'r's ':-"'t.
toUGE DE THEA TER.

It was in Michizan last week that
Mer. Burbank and I went to the drag
store to el core Uiiness b the way o
grease paints ond flake  white, fa

beautifying and whitening the neck
and arms f[or Mr.
Burbank inquired for some rvoupgze ge
theater, Thas means theatrical roigse.
[ give this oxplanation because Tam o
good Yreueh scholar, used to
translate Ifrench novels unti! I liad
a severe illness which showed me how
uncertain life 13, &nd then 1
solemn  promize that 1 would be &
better man. S0 I do not translate
Freuch novels now. 1 am far from
what 1-&[1,."1[1 to b of Course, }':‘I‘ but
I have made that much of a stride in
tire right direction,
“Got any rouge?” Mr. B askel.

evening  dress,

¥
il il

made a

vAny what”
“Rouge ™

CRouge”

“Yes, rouge.”

“IWhy, I believe so.
you wantg¢”’

This is not the ereation of a feverish
imagination or just seven fatlines to
tickle the printer alone. It is the eternal
truth, and I can prove it.

Near the Kentuceky line, on the J. M.
and 1 road, 1y attention was calied to
an obese gentleman with a chin beard
which locked as though it had been
used for thirty or forty years as a
hearth broon, e ate apples, slept
and visited the ice water end of the
car often, accompanied by a large
barometer with a cork in it.

Sometinies Lie would ask the rest of
us togo with him and see what the

What color do

weather was going to be for the blue
grass country. Heo generally
hims=elf and returned with happy tears
in his eyes and a breath thay would
polish a plate glass mirror and remove
warts, freckles, tan, superfluous hair
and democratic voles.

Then he would take out his teethiand
cleanse them neatly on the linen cover
of the parlor car chair. He was just
that neat and pernickety that every-
thing about him must be nice and
clean. even his teeth. Then he would
eat an apple with his pocketknife,
carefully wiping it on his trousers
before and after using it. 1 never saw
such a neat man. Then he would go
again to the tank with his barometer
and como back, dignified but courtly
and kind.

Once he met ahandsome little blonde
boy in the airle and reached out to pat
him on the head, but his weather re-
soarches had worn him out pretty well)
#0 he missed the child and struck an
old woman from Peru, Ind., on the
brow, pulling off her spectacles and
sticking them in her lunch before he
could recover.

THE OBESE MAN ASLEEP.

A= T write these lines he sits opposite
me asleep. Judging by the wrinkles
in the roof of his mouth, I would say
that he is a man about sixty-eight
years of age, but wonderfully well
preservved,

He hasdone it himself. }e hasdone
it by means of alecohol. You know
self preservation is the first law of
nature.

Jut I oughtn’t to make such light
and flippant remarks about so gentle
and lovable man as he seems to be; a
man whose whole being i3 as open as
the day, as far us the eye can reach.
[ feel half ashamed now that I have
exposed him even thusto my gentle
and indulgent reader.

Ile shows every mark of a most
kindly nature, and I'll Let anything
that will be respectable and rot re-
garded as gambling that no hungry
man ever left his door and no homeless
wanderer ever, with wet eyes, turned
hopelessly from that broad and wel-
come doormat at the portals of the
home where this old gentleman re-
sldaes,

I feel sure that no sorrowing hoeart
ever came to him fur gentle pity and
cheer that went hungry away; no
broken winged bird with grieving ery
ever came to nestle in that broad and
resonant breast to be clubbed away
with cold and cruel scorn; and yet I
grieve to say that as I sit here writing
these words and look far down into his

open face no one can deny that the last
time he wipped off his teethh he must
have been thinking of something else.
for the lowers arc on the upper side
and the vuleanized rubber roof of his
mouth is down stars, so that he seems
almost to be standing on his head. it
makes me almost dizzy to look at him
now. Sono moreat present from your
true friend, BiLL NYE.

wont h_)’

THE DANGER OF GOSSIP.

How That Story About Fosdick's Black
Eyes Did Grow—Snodgass
Began it as a Joke.
snodgrass —Hello,  Spively!

vou eeen Fosdiek this mornins s

Have

No. Why!

He's ot two lovely black

x vioYaw
DIVe-iy

llllki}_:i‘.{ -

Siively—What was t]:'-:":ii'fi-?ll'il'_\‘?

Stoderass—Haven't time to explais
noaw. Iiere comes my car, Toll yvou
Lt Th ta.

Snive'y —I didn't know that F.osdiek

wias of a quarrclsome disposition, did

voi, Kiekshaw?
Nickshaw —No: what do von tmean?
Putvelv—He must have in a
werrible row. I hear hie has two awful
black oyes 1o day,
Thit's bad,
Snively—Yes ixn'uit:
Kickshaw - Do vou call on Mrs, Fos
dick, my dear?

Lieen

Foackahaaw

S0 lt-l‘.;:_

Mrs I{i!_‘f;:-!l':\‘.‘ \1 =" :1-{11--- (:f.'"-l].
We are pood fricinds,
Koekshaw =Ldon'c think I'd 2o again

untd o liitle difiienity 1 hecord of vo day
15 i'?-._]r:;!ill':il.

Mres, Kickshaw —What is it?

Mr. Well, it seems Mr.,
Fosdick Is not fit to be seen to day.
His face is trightfully disfignred and
I couldn’t
quiie muake out whether he had been
engaged in an ordiuary =aloon row and
got severely punished or whether he
and bhis wife had a quarrel and she
threw o flatiron at him, At any rate.
I'd keep away from the Fosdicks for
awhile.

Mrs. Kickshaw (half an hour later)

Oh, Mrs. Dommick, have you heard
of the awful guarrel Mr., and Mrs,
Fosdiek have had?

Mrs. Dimmick—Indeed ! 1 have been
expesting to hear something of that
kud from there. Tell me all about it.

Mrs, Kickshaw —Well, 1T don't know
all the details, but what T have 1've
got pretty straight., [t seems that Mr,
FFosdick got into a brawl in a saloon
and vien beat him unmerci-
fully, Then he went home, and his
wife soaldad him, s0 he ac-ually struck

YT e | .
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s ¢ves show severe usage,

several

hl‘!‘.
threw

between the eyes,

a fatiron at him, hitting him

He's nearly bliinded
and disfigured for life. I'd think
there'd be Ii}‘]-ii":l!iu:] fuor di-
vorce in that family pretty soon.

Mrs Dimmick—'ve hoard to-day the
awfuilest news about Mr. and Mrs.
Fosdick.

Mrs. Buntuing—Oh, do tell me!

Mrs. Dimmick—Well, he went home
drunk rnd abused her and she hit him
with a flatiron and knocked him in-
sensible. It was thought for some time
he was dend and the neighbors were
going to have her arrested for murder,
but finally he came to, She went right
home to her mother, and has sent for
an attorney to begin suit for divorce.,

Mrs. Bunting — Whatapity ! Lalways
thought thay were such aloving couple.

Mrs. Dimmick —Oh, you can't never
tell. I've had my suspicions about
them for a long time, but I never said
a word to anybody about thein.

Mrs. Bunting—Mrs. Larkin, if you
read in the papers about a sensational
divorce suit, don’t be astonished.

Mrs. Larkin—Who is itt I2it any-
body I know ¢

Mra, Bunting—! should think it was.
Its. Mrs Fosdick!

Mrs. Larkin —Mrs. Fosdick!

Mrs, Bunting —Yes, 1t's too true. It
seems that while we always thought
her husband such an exemplary young
man he has been going down the steep
and slippery path of Intemperance.
He got into a low saloon fight and was
nearly killed by the wicked men who
congregate in such places, and went
home in such a plight that his wife
fainted. When she came to there was
an awful scene, They came to blows,

*The brute struck at her with his
heavy cane, and she seiz:d upon the
nearest thing to defend hers=elf with.
It happened to be a flatiroen, and she
almost killed him with it. They are
making great efforts to hush it up, but
it is all over town, and she has filed an
application for divorce, They say the
developments will be decidedly racy.

Mr. Fosdick (at the opera) —My dear,
I wonder why people Lok at us in such
a queer way to night.

=l

Mrs. Fosdick—1 don't know. I'm
sure. Ismy hat on straight?

Mr. Foedick —-Perfectly straight,
love. I noticed that two or three men

I knew turned their backs and pre
tended not to cee me. 1 can’t account
for it.

Mrs. Fosdiwk—Neither can I And
that remind= me that I saw Mrs Kick-
shaw and Mrs. Dimmick awhile ago
coming right toward u=, when they
suddeuly turned and went in another
direction. What docs it mean, Frank?

Mr. Fosdiek—XNow you've got me.

Saively (mecting Snedgrass a day or
two later) —Ch, by the way, tell me
about thut row that Fosdick got into.

Snodgrass—He Jdidn’t get into any
row that | know ol

Snively —But you told me he had
two lovely back eyves.

Snodgrass—So he Lias. e was born
with them. —Philadelphia Press,

WISE WORDS.

It takes love to know love.
Nobody ever saw a lazy child,
True love always does its best.
Praise never has to be coax»dtosing.
We are bound o love the cause we
wolk for

A jrood habit 13 a sword, a bad habit

a chain
Thinking right will keep you from
daing wrong,

Woe unto you when all men speal

well of yon,

The hazdest thiver Iove eves has todo
1% tu remain 14l
I.-."".'i" :!.-.';5. 18 alt sk 12 ¥ S\ G to be

ron-idered A1l mock.

coinge, and kuoow

Look witere you are g
where you ure lookinge,

Doing wrong always kills something
good in your own soul.

[t takes trouble and attla-tion to get
some peaple wide awake,

The Lroader the way, Uhie more peo
ple you will find traveling in it

Have o business dealings with the
man who never has a good word tosay
for any bml}*.

While the servant was improving
his master'’s five taleuts he was work-
ing for hime=elf.

The man wto plays the bass drum |
in a band, always thinks the music
would be better is he had more to do.

An old hen with one chick is prob
ably the biggest fool on earth, The
man who thinks heean keepon sianing
without losing his sou! comes next.

Seifishness and godliness never get
on well together, The grapes on that
branch only put the teeth on edge, and
give a bad name to the vineyard.--In
dianapolis (Ind ) Ram's Horn.
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HE WAS IN LUCK.

The Big Things That Fell Into a Spiritu-
alist's Hands.

A tall, dignified-looking gentleman
stood facing an unocceupied house on a
prominent west side street the other
day, clozely seanning a large sign
which hung on the front dooyr. The
house was a hand=ome molern strue-
ture, two stories high, aud had evi-
dentiy been budlt by some wealthy
man for residence purposes, but was
now advertised as< being " For Rent.”

The tall man had just finished taking
observations and jotting down the
owner's address in a small note book
and was (rning to leave when a
neighbor came salong and pleasantly
remarked : ‘

“It's a pity that a fine houce like
this should stand idle for such a long
time."

“Why. how long has it been idle?™

“Weil, the last tenant moved out
two vears ago, and the owner can't
find another who 18 brave enough to
live in there.”

“What's the matter with it?! Danger

of collapsingi"

“Oh, no. The house 18 built solid
enough. The great trouble is that it's
haunted.”

“Youdidn'tsay!” And the tall man
seemed to grow more interested.

“It's a fact. Every Wednesday and
Friday, just at midnight, the people of
the neighborhood are startled by a
series of wild, blood-curdling yells, and
immediately after that two white fig
ures appear at the upper windows.
I've seen them myself,” and the good
man shuddered as he thought of it.

‘“Have you any idea what rental
the owner demands for the whole
house?”’

“Yes, I heard him say he'd let any
body have it for 5 per month!”

“ Fivedollarsamonth! Great Civsar!
but that's a bargain. Guess 111 take
it before some other fellow gets abead
of me.”

“But? wouldnt you be afraid of
living in a house infested with
spooks

* Oh, I'm quite used to them. 1 am
a spiritualisy, and as I hold my seances
cvery Wednesday and Friday night,
those spooks will come in very handy.
You'll excuse me, sir, while 1 go and
see the owner and sign a lease for
ninety-nine years.”

And as he walked off he muttered to
himself: * Five dollars a month and
two full flzdged ghosts to Loot. That
is indeed a bargain.” —Arkansaw

Traveller,
—~t e —

HOW SHE SERVED THE SUMMONS

radl
(oS 84

She was bright and pretty she
dropped into alawyer's office the other
day and asked for work.

*What can you dof”

** Anything a2 woman of ability can
do and more than most men.”

“Great opinion of yourself, young
woman,” said an elderly lawyer pres-
ent. ‘‘Perhaps you think you couid
serve this summons.”

“1 might,” said she,
at ity Yes, I willL,™

*If you do that you'll do something
we've all been trying to do for a week.
He's aslippery fellow and his people

“May 1 look

are all posted. Hovever, you may

try it. You can afford to lose a little
coneeit, " and the lawyer smiled grimly,

At i0 the next morning the office
door was opened and the bright young
woman walked in again.

"'1"l11j11!g‘1l .\‘-'-:J't] ;.:i\'t‘ 1t up, eh?
Found him ts» slippery for you?

Thonght so.’
“The paper is served,” said she. It
was her torn to =smile now and she did

it, The Jawyer swvung round in s
chair,
“Servedd the — . Tlow'd you do it?”
“Oh, 16 wassitmple coongh, T ealled

at his place of business, Touked around,
priced somne materials and then asked
if he wa

-

L S

= 111,
*No, st the salesman, “but ean’t 1
doas well,’

‘T think not” 1 sad guietly. He
has alwayvs sorved me befors and he
understanis just what | want.”

*0Oh, in that case you might call at
He will be 1a to dinner.’

1 did cadl ot his house, dressed In
my best, card ¢ase ia hand. I sent in
my card and he appeared promptly.

i) "saud 1, rising,

“*Yes  You
business?"

1 hear
erty in -

e \“.;_\;"'

e AWell T have a paper which will
interest yvou coneerning it," offeriog him
the cmiemons, which lie took with a
smile, e Jooked =1 it and flushed
erimsor.  So did I Nothing was said,
He controlled lis temper and accom-
panied me to the door.™

“* Anather field open to women,” was
the lawwver’s only comment—New
Yords World.
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AN UNPLEASANT EPISODE.

is howse.

wished to

=8¢ iNe on
yvou are interestod in prop-

-+
sirecl:

Uncle Jerry's Reason for Declining a
Tempting Invitation,

I was sitting on the veranda of a
South Ciarolina hotel with Col. Golden,
whien an old eolored man came limping
up the strect and the colonel called to
him to come up where we were, When
he arrvived the colonel said:

“Unele Jerry, I don’t see you very
often of late.”

“No, sah. TI'ze dun gittin® slightly
feeblepus 'bout movin' around.”

“Ive got nbout twenty of the nicest

little pigs you ever saw in a pen,”

‘““Has yo't"

“And a new lot of chickens.”

“H'me”

“ Lotz of swect potatoes around now,
Uncle Jerry.”

“Yes sah.”

“And the boys just got the smok
house filled up the other day.”

“Dey did, eht”

**You are a widower yet ain’t you
uncle?”

**Yes gah; oh, yes.”

“Well, I've_got a mighty fine look-
ing colored cook now, and you must
come down and see her. Just drop in
on us any evening. '

“Kurnel,” said the old man, as he
vigorously scratched his head, ‘T would
dun like to bleege you all, but I reckon
I won't come.”

“You won't! Why, what's the
matter:”’ )

“I wag down dJdar one night las’
Spring to ax yo'r man Bill to lend me
two bits. I stepped rightinto a bi
b'ar trap and it hung to me till I ha
to holler. Den yo' come out wid a
lantern. and lmrsewli;. an’' de way yo'
did tuck it on to me beat sll honey, I
believe sunthin® was said 'bout a piece
of meat lyin’ dar, an’ 'bout two chickens
in n bag, an’ if I dun 'member right I
didn’t git outer my c4abin fur 'bout fo’
weeks arter dat. No, Kernel, [ reckon
I won't come down dar. I'ze mighty
fond of yo'an’ 1 can jest tasie dem
roast pigs an' sweet 'taters, but de nig-
ger who puts his foot into a trap twice
in one y'ar orter be dun clubbed to
deaih for a fule!” M. Quabp.

B e o :

- NERVY AMERICAN GIRLS.

She Got Rid of ;l;eq Man Who Was
Crowding Her.

The fact that the American girls go
anyvwhers aud ahnoost  everywhere
without escorts has long been a matter
of wonderment to me, raid a member
of the French nobility the other day.
[ was coming down in an elevated
train yesterday, and the reason was
made evident to me. As we neared
City Hall station almost every pas-
senger made a rush for the door and
gtood for five minutes, each anxious to
get ahead of the other in leaving the
train.

One of the crowd was a very pretty
young woman carrying a long-handled
umbrella in one hand and a biz bundle
in the other. Just behind her was a
short. very fat man, who was rudely
crowding the pretty girl. As I had
uot left my seat I eaw the performance
that followed.,

Once the girl looked over her shoul-
de<r and the fat man stopped crowding
for a moment, but began agsin and
trod on the skirt of the pretty girl.
Ier eyes grew dark with anger. The
long handled umbrel a assumed a hor-
izontal position and shot backward,
point first, catching the fat man just
about at the bottom of his vest. He
gave a gasp of terror and caught his
breath just as the pretty girl looked
over her shonlder, smiled swoetly and
gaid: 'O, pardon me, but vou are on
my skirt.”

Then she smiled even more cweetly,
and the fat man dropped into a seat
and groped about as thougi: the air in
the car was suffocating him. The girl
marched complacently out of the car
head up, the dainty feathers in her hat
nodding defiance to all masculine hu-

manity.—N. Y. Telegram.
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